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TH IS little piece is founded upon a circumſtance 

which really happened in the courſe of the late very 
ſevere Winter, in which many perſons were frozen to 
death; amongſt whom was the unfortunate young 
Woman who is the ſubject of the following lines: 
ſhe was the only daughter of a reputable Farmer, and 
is ſaid to have been poſſeſſed of great beauty, and many 
excellent qualities; but was unhappily deduced un- 
der a promiſe of marriage, by an Officer in the army, 
and afterwards abandoned by him; and in following 
him to London met with her untimely death. The 
Author has attempted to put her melancholy ſtory 
into a poetical, but {imple dreſs, and ſhall think him- 
ſelf very happy ſhould he prove fucceſsful in his 
endeavours to ſet innocence upon its guard, and to 
promote the cauſe of virtue. He cannot help adding 
that he was induced to preſent theſe few ſtanzas to your 
peruſal, from his having lately ſeen many productions 
of a ſimilar nature, publiſhed with great ſucceſs under 
the protection of the very ingenious and benevolent 


Mrs. Hannah More. 
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KEEN was the Blaſt, and bleak the Morn 
When Lucy took her Way, 
To ſeek the Wretch, whoſe perjur'd Vows 


Had led her youth aſtray : 


A Warrior He, though little fam'd 
For warlike Trophies won, 
Who well might boaſt of Triumphs gam'd 


Oer many a Maid undone : 


Of Honour nice, his gaming debts 
Full punctually he paid, 
His Valour He in Duels oft' 


And midnight Broils diſplay'd: 


In 
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In BRITISH Arms, but not, I deem, 
With Heart of BRITISH mould, 


For BRITISH Hearts are firm and true, 


And tender as they're bold: 


If ſuch, He ne'er in ſocial guiſe, 
Poor Lucy to decoy, 

Had ſhar'd her Parent's friendly broad, 
And ſtole their only Joy: 


Had ſcorn'd to pledge the marriage Vow, 
And baſely ſteal away, 

While all compos'd in ſlumbers ſweet 
The 1njur'd Damſel lay: 


Alas! She neer ſuſpected III, 
Who never Ill deſign'd, 
And void of Art, ne'er knew the guile 


Of Man's degenerate mind: 


As ſpotleſs as the blooming Flower, 
Which long unheeded grew, 
She little reck'd her beauty's Power, 


Or er its Danger knew: 


With 
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With ev'ry Chriſtian Virtue grac'd 


She ſerv'd in early youth 
Her God, her Parents, and her Friends 
With Duty, Love, and Truth: 


Bleſt in the harmleſs, homely Joys 
The rural plains afford, 

She liv'd by ev'ry Maid belov'd, 
By ev'ry Swain ador'd, 


Who, when at each revolving May 
They cull'd the vernal grove, 
Were proud to raiſe the Garland gay 


Her taper fingers wove : 


To her in winter's hour, oppreſsd 
With cold and hunger ſore 

The aged Peaſants would repair, 
And bleſs her friendly door: 


At her requeſt, the Dairy oft' 
And farmer's ſtack ſupply'd 
That aid, the guardians of the poor 
Their preſſing wants denied: 


And 
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And when the ſtack or dairy fail'd, 
She'd bring her little ſtore, 
And give her mite, and heave a ſigh, 
And wiſh that little more, 


O! days of innocence and peace, 
O! nights of ſweet repoſe ; 
Thy bleſſings from the guilty fly, 


Which virtue only knows ! 


Such were the days that Lucy knew, 
Such harmleſs nights as theſe 
Calm'd ev'ry ſcene, made labour light, 


And ev'ry object pleaſe : 


But ah ! farewell thoſe bliſsful ſcenes 
Which 'midſt its native plains 
Fond childhood views with partial eyes, 


And age itſelf retains ; 


Scenes which in ſweet remembrance give 
That ſadly pleaſing joy, 
Not all the buſy cares of life, 


Or rolling years deſtroy; 
Where 
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The ſpot where erſt her parents glad 
Her infant ſports ſurvey'd, 
And where ſo late with pride they view'd 
Their ſweet unblemiſh'd maid ; 


Farewell her youthful joys ; the dance, 
The roundelay, and glee 
By ſelf-taught lads and laſſes ſung 


Beneath her favourite tree: 


The ſunday walk, the village bells 


That charm'd the ſilent glen, 
The warbling birds poor Lucy ne'er 


Shall taſte thoſe joys again! 


By paſſions torn, which ne'er till now 
Her gentle nature knew, 
With many a home: felt pang ſhe bad 


Her native plains adieu ; 


That city gay the fair one ſought 


With heart oppreſs'd with woe, 
To which the fair with woful hearts 


Are ſeldom wont to go, 


To 
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To LonpDonw bent her haſty ſteps 
In evil hour, to prove 
Her baſe deceiver's plighted vows, 


And claim his lawful love : 


Ne'er thought her image from his ſoul 
So quickly could depart, 

But tears and ſoft perſuaſive ſighs 
Might ſtill recall his heart : 


Vain hope! his love, his plighted vows 
Exchang'd for oaths profane, 

He to his gambling haunts had flown, 
And caſt the deſp'rate main, 


Unmindful of a tender wife, 
Who er'ſt like Lucy fair 
To him her ample portion gave, 


And ſnatch'd him from deſpair, 


But now negletted and forlorn 
Her lonely vigils kept, 
While round her knees her penſive babes 


Stood wond'ring why ſhe wept. 
Mean 
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Mean time her eager anxious way 
From morning's dawning light, 
Poor Lucy held, till lengthening ſhades 


Announc'd th' approaching night : 


When lo! her devious ſteps ſhe took, 
The beaten road unknown, 
Where frozen ſhow'rs had o'er the ground 


Their fleecy mantle thrown : 


She who ſo late at cloſe of day, 
Beſide the cheerful blaze, 
Was wont to ply the needle's toil, 


And chant her blithſome lays, 


At that chill hour, bewilder'd ſtood, 
Nor ought ſurvey'd around 
But ſnow-clad hills, and lonely ſtreams 


In icy fetters bound : 


% Oh heavn! ſhe cry'd, is this a dream, 
Or viſion of deſpair, 
* Or do J live my virtue fled, 


A living death to bear ? 


« Shameleſs 
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„ Shameleſs I left my parents houſe, 


„And ſhame forbad return, 


Though ſure they oft' on Lucy call'd, 


For Lucy ſtill they mourn ; 


For me they ſigh'd the live-long day, 
“Till moaning in their bed, 
* For me, ungrateful wretch, for me 


* Their mingled tears they ſhed : 


% How could I dare to them unknown 


His letters to receive, 
* Theſe letters baſe, that made me firſt 


* His artful tale believe? 


* Theſe tokens of his broken faith 
Which in my breaſt I wore 


So near my heart, have kiſs d ſo oft”, 


„Shall ne'er upbraid me more: 


* Be all romenbrance of my wrongs 
* Each diſtant trace remov'd, 
That J ſo wicked and diſgrac'd, 
* And he ſo faithleſs prov'd : 
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„This 
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“This bonnet gay, his treach'rous gift, 
e Shall like my hair be torn, 
* This kerchief, once ſo nice and fine, 


% Now frozen and forlorn 


* I work'd with ſo much coſt and care 
* To dight my wedding day, 
This love-knot too, for Him deſign'd, 


* Shall to the winds away 


„Oh! could my wounded ſpirit bring 
The perjur'd traitor here, 


* I'd rend the heart, and flatt'ring tongue 
« Of him I held ſo dear — 


* Kind Heav'n forbid if thou ordain'ſt 
We mult for ever part, 
* Oh ! may I ne er ſuch malice bear, 


« Such hatred in my heart — 


© No—let my kind forgiveneſs plead 
* His cauſe at Mercy's ſeat 

And may he ſtill, where' er he goes 
With ev'ry bleſſing meet! 
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* Tis cold tis very cold———methinks 


* In pity to my grief, 


Sweet ſlumbers o'er my ſenſes ſteal, 
III ſeek their kind relief. 


Alas ! ſhe dropp'd, life's gemial warmth 
Congeal'd at ev'ry pore— 
Death's iron hand her eyelids clos'd— 


She ſlept to wake no more. 


Finis. 


